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Trape might not want to argue so unpleasantly once
they had some port inside them. This was the longest
and most ghastly dinner she ever remembered. It was
not really very late, but it seemed like two in the morn-
ing. As she tried to peel a very soft pear? she felt she
wanted to throw it at the opposite wall and then scream
at the top of her voice.
It was then they heard a ring at the outer door. Per-
haps the postman, rather late and with something special
to deliver. A minute or so later, there came another and
longer ring.
"The only time we were there it rained for a whole
week," said Major Trape, concluding his account of the
watering-places, "and so I said, 'Nevah again.' Can't
imagine how these towns get their reputation. These
weathah reports they give out—"
Another ring, very determined this time.
"I'm sorry, but do go and see who that is at the door,
my dear," Mrs. Dersingham cried, apologetically. "I've
just remembered. Agnes has gone to bed, and cook prob-
ably can't hear or won't hear. I don't suppose it's any-
body but the late post."
Mr. Dersingham was absent several minutes, and
somehow during that time nobody appeared to want to
talk. Mrs. Dersingham did not press the fruit upon her
guests. The moment the last piece was eaten, she in-
tended to rise from the table, and then—oh, thank
heaven!—the worst was over. The men could stay on
drinking port and quarrel like cats and dogs if they
liked. She would be out of it, among nice, silly, com-
fortable women in the drawing-room, and so it would all
be over. And then, just as she was nearly succeeding in
consoling herself, her husband reappeared, and he was

